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service) and the padre was a very little young padre, and rather depressing. He insisted so that we were but a passing vapour that I began to feel it was only too horribly true, and Boggley, who had partaken largely of tinned cheese at luncheon and was feeling far from well, grew every moment more yellow and green.
The Listers asked us to go back with them to dinner, but we thought it better (Boggley especi-
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ally) to seek the seclusion of our tents.
Manpur, March 9.
Now we are in a different place. At least it has a different name and is a day's journey from Ban tale, but it looks exactly the same. We left Baratah yesterday morning and got in and out of trains all dayuntil about seven in the eveningwe got out finally at Manpur. I had a dreadful cold, and was sniffy and inclined to.be cross;. so when Boggley suggested we should dine in the waiting-room while Auto-lycus and the chuprassis went on with the luggage to acquaint the dak-bungalow people of our arrival, I upbraided him for not making proper arrange-